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laughing, the audience mistaking her fun for deep emotion; and actors have told me that in most pathetic scenes she has suddenly been attracted by the humorous side of the situation and almost made them " dry up," as the saying is.
I remember that Walter Gordon, a dear old friend of mine who was in the Haymarket company in the days of Buckstone and Ned Sothern, told me that they were playing some scene connected with the legendary days of King Arthur. There was a marvellous stone, of sacred origin, on a Saxon altar,
which  no  Knight  of the  Round _